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One 


Author's Notes: 
Dear Lia: | hate you and your crack. 


Richie wasn't totally sure why he was nervous. 


One, he thought he'd gotten over the nerves that came with meeting the girlfriend's - okay, boyfriend's, but it 
had always been girlfriend before - parents when he hit 20. 


Two, he'd been so thoroughly prepared he wasn't sure it was even possible to slip up. 


And three, it was hard to think of anything anything else when Kai was bouncing around naked trying to 
distract him from getting dressed. 


"You wanna put some clothes on?" 


"Do | ever?" 


Richie snickered. "Good point." 
"You look sexy," Kai said, coming around behind him, presumably to help him with his tie. Of course, nothing 


with Kai was ever that innocent, and it wasn't long before Kai's fingers were down the front of his shirt and 


those hot lips were exploring his neck and ears. 
"Kai." 


His earlobe was taken gently between Kai's teeth and tugged, the buttons on his shirt being undone as far 


down as Kai could reach. 

"Koi 

One arm had slipped down and come up from the bottom, tugging his shirt open and toying with a ripple. "Hm?" 
The rush of air in his ear followed by a hot, wet tongue made his knees weak 
"We don't have time” 

Sure we do. 

"We don't, And | really don't want to meet them with a wet spot on my pants’ 
Kai humphed and pulled away. "Are no fun’ 

"Inn lots of fun" 

"Are not” 

"Are too" 

"Are not” 

"Kail Get dressed” 


Kai pouted and wandered out, Richie rolling his eyes and once again wondering where he'd managed to find a 


man who made him look chaste. 


Kai had managed to make himself presentable (and by presentable Richie meant he wanted to fling him down on 


the bed and make them late for dinner) with only a minimum of whining and distraction, and his hand found 


Richie's as they stood on the stoop in front of his parents’ house. 
"Nervous?" 

"No. Maybe. A little" 

He smiled and kissed Richie's cheek. ‘Is cute. And don't be" 


The door opened, and Richie was pulled inside only to get caught in a crossfire of rapid German, He stood there 
and blinked, watching hugs and kisses be administered as Kai babbled on to a woman who couldn't have come 


higher than eye level with Richie's crotch. 


He kept hearing his name and dammit, he wanted to know what they were saying. He cleared his throat once, 
twice, and on the third one Kai seemed to hear him and remember he was there. More German, and they were 


standing in front of him and Kai nudged him. 
Richie held out his hand. "Guten - uh." Shit. Shit shit. "Uh. Tag? Guten tag?" 


She grinned and shook his hand, and Richie let out a sigh of relief. Obstacle one over with - but if they wanted 


him to speak any more German, he was fucked. 


The language turned out to be the least of his problems. 


Richie had assumed being around his parents would get Kai out of the state of constant horniness he was in, 
and that had been his mistake. Because all night he was under attack from those hands that just couldn't stay 
still - his ass pinched, his thigh rubbed, his arm stroked - and that body that was always pressing up against 
his and those lips that waited until backs were turned to sneak quick kisses wherever they could reach. 


That unbelievable bastard. 


For his part, Richie was actually managing fairly well. He hadn't run out of hideous things to think of to keep 
his arousal down, he had yet to get flushed or stammer, and all in all he was managing to overcome great 


obstacles to retain his composure. 


But Kai wouldn't have been Kai if he'd been content with a composed Richie, and just when Richie thought he 
might get through this alive the little bastard had the balls to purposely - and if Kai thought he would believe 


it was an accident, he was stupid as well as a bastard - drop his fork under the table. 


And Kai wouldn't have been Kai if he could manage to be on his knees without doing something dirty, and Richie 
really should have been expecting it but he still almost shot out of his chair when a hand started rubbing his 


crotch. 


Thank God Kai's parents were in the kitchen because Kai started nuzzling and Richie was going to kill him. Kill 
him so fucking hard. 


Richie groaned. Bad choice of words. 


They made it through the night without incident or orgasm, and while Richie wanted to strangle the Hansens' 
little shit of a son he found them very pleasant. 


"They liked you," Kai told him, taking his hand as they wandered into the house. 
"Good. | liked them." 
Kai smiled up at him, and Richie smiled back, letting him think he was safe. 


Until they got in the bedroom, and he started to growl. Kai yipped and bounced away, not making it far before 
Richie tackled him down on the bed. 


"You little bastard!" 


"But you like when | - " The rest of Kai's words were cut off by laughter as Richie started to tickle him, the 


growls decidedly less threatening now. 


‘lm gonna kill you. I'm gonna kill you, and revive you, and kill you again, and then revive you one more fucking 


time so | can kill you again" 


"Richie!" Kai was thrashing, his laughter almost shrieky as he grabbed for Richie's hands and tried to make him 
stop tickling. "Stop!" 


"Give me one good reason" 
"You can pay me back when | meet your parents!" 


That stopped him. Richie sat back on his heels, frowning a little. Kai blinked, wiggling to sit up as he tried to 
catch his breath. 


"Something wrong?" 
"No." 


Kai arched his eyebrow. "Then why stop?" 


"Because | asked for a reason and you gave it to me." 
"Richie - " 


Richie growled and pushed Kai back on the bed, a feral gleam in his eye. "If you can't stop talking, Kai, I'm gonna 


have to put something in your mouth." 

Kai grinned. 

And started to babble. 

Kai flopped back on the bed with a happy sigh, hair wet from the shower. "Was good." 
‘Its always good," Richie reminded him, smirking and tugging him close. 

"True. Now. Why did that make you stop?" 


Richie sighed. Kai wasn't going to like this and they were going to fight and it was going to ruin his happy post- 
fuck post-shower cuddly haze. Damn. 


"My parents don't know about you" 

Kai shrugged. "So? Is easy enough to tell them" 

"No, they know I'm involved, they just - don't know it's a man" 
"Ah. You lie fo them" 

Ae 


"You do not tell them, you lie. And | refuse to believe you have managed to be honest about everything and 
them still not know." 


"They don't ask a lot." 
He frowned when Kai snorted and pulled away. "And you are too ashamed of me to tell them." 


"l'm not ashamed." 


"Bullshit" 


"Kai" 

"How many of your friends have | met?" 
"What?" 

"Answer me." 

"Uh. The bandand - * 


Kai snorted again. "Does not count. | knew all of them before we were together. Dammit, Richie, David was the 


one who put us together." 
"This is a stupid fucking argument, Kai." 


"None, Richie. Answer is none. You have moved into my house, met every one of my friends, met my parents, 


and to you | am just some nasty secret in the closet.” 

"Kai - " 

"Is stupid, Richie, you're right, is a stupid argument. But would be no argument if you were not ashamed. And 
if you say it again | will scream, because if not ashamed you would have told people and introduced me and do 
you realize | have not even seen your house?" 

Its not that fucking easy, Kail" He hadn't planned on getting mad. He knew Kai, knew him well enough to know 
that if Richie stayed calm Kai would yell and scream - his English getting less coherent the whole time, and if 
he were mad enough he'd slip right into German without missing a beat - and tire himself out, and then they 
could talk. But dammit, he was pushing too many buttons. 

"Is too." 

"Is not - dammit, Kai." 

"I have done it, is easy.” 

‘It's different." 

"Oh?" 


This was probably a trap. "Yeah. People expect me to be, y'know, the guy with all the chicks, the - y'know." 


"And | am not" Kai was out of the bed now, arms crossed, tapping his foot. This had definitely been a trap. 


"Well, it's - it's like this, it - " 


"Is easy for me because | have been - dammit, what is it? Flaming? Have been flaming forever, right? Am just 


too gay to hide it, and you are some sort of heterosexual icon Right?" 

"Kai - " 

"Oh shut up. And go sleep in the goddamn quest room if you are so straight’ 
"Koi, just - " 

"You would rather sleep in the street?" 

Richie sighed and slunk out of the room. Dammit: 


He hadn't realized how used he was to Kai's..inventive.ways of waking him up until he woke up in an empty bed 


without a hand on his dick and a tongue in his ear. Richie grumbled and buried his head under the pillow. 

"Are you planning on staying in bed all day?" 

Richie poked his head up. "Depends. Is there a good reason to get up?" 

"Is always a good reason to be up," Kai said with a wink. "And is ‘| promise not to yell anymore’ a good reason?" 
"Exactly the one | was looking for, actually." Richie sat up, and Kai crawled onto the bed with him. 

"Thought so." Kai wriggled around and cuddled up to Richie, taking his hand. "David told me you had never been 
with a man, that you would be weird about things like this. | didnt mean to get so mad, is just.hard. Because if 
tomorrow you said ‘Kai, you are no good for me anymore’, | would have a much bigger mess to clean up than 
you would.” 

‘lm sorry." 

"Am not. Not really, but - is hard Has been almost a year, maybe | was just expecting too much too fast” 


Richie kissed his forehead. "I'll tell them. | can't promise anything but that." 


The bounce instantly returned, stupid grin plastering his face. "Is enough!" Kai proclaimed, and tackled Richie 
back on the bed. 


This time it was Kai's turn to be nervous, and Richie watched with no small amount of amusement as he tried 


for the thirtieth time to get his tie right. 
"You want me to do it?" 

"Nein! I've got it this time." 

"You really don't need a tie." 

gut- 

"Really. They won't care." 


He couldn't bite back the laugh at Kai's happy shout as a half-knotted tie sailed across the room. "I told you 
that before." 


"Was not listening." 

"You never do." 

Kai pouted. "I do too!" 

Richie snickered and tugged him over, wrapping his arms around Kai's waist. "Are you listening right now?" 
"Are you saying anything good?" 

"| love you." 


"Is good!" If Richie had thought the grin Kai normally wore was stupid, this one was too dumb to function. "Is 
very good!" 


"And that's all?" 
ia 

"Really" 

"Yes" 


"You're an idiot." 


"| love you too." 
"You're still an idiot." 

"Am not!" 

"Are too!" 

"Am not!" 

"Are too! Now we're gonna be late, come on" 

Kai yipped and darted towards the door, Richie grinning smugly over getting the last word. 


Richie's mother had expected one thing when Richie admitted he was gay - that the boyfriend, partner, 
whatever was Jon. His father had laughed off the idea, saying it was probably some slim little androgynous 


thing who looked like a woman from a distance. Probably close-up, too. 

Boy were they in for a shock. 

Richie went over Kai's list of rules - the main one being no groping, fondling, kissing, licking, caressing, or other 
act meant to arouse, especially no drop-the-fork tricks - on the way to the house, Kai's lip sticking out 
further and further until Richie told him if he stuck it out any more he'd trip over it. 

Both parents managed to hide the shock that the man their son brought home was a man - not Jon, not 
anything even remotely similar to a woman - very well, and much to Richie's relief Kai managed to keep the 


perversion to a minimum. 


He was sweet, and charming, and polite, and Richie was gonna fuck his brains out later for making the evering 


go so smoothly. 


Until he fucked up. 


If he were totally honest, Richie would've admitted he was a little nervous when the stories around dessert 


turned to pranks on the road, knowing a fair amount of Kai's were sexual in nature. But he was behaving fine. 
For a little while. 


And then.. 


"Oh! Is a good one. A friend of mine, Markus, | had been putting pins in his chairs because is funny when he 
bellows. And he was sick of it, so one night he was in my room, and we were talking, and | left him alone for a 
few minutes." 

Richie had heard this one before, he was sure, but he couldn't for the life of him remember how it ended. 
"And it turns out while | was gone, he replaced all my lube with - " 

At the word "lube", Richie froze. As did his father. No such luck with his mother. 

"Lube?" 

"Ah, is for - " 

"Kai!" 


"Richard, let him finish" 


Richie turned horrified eyes to his father as Kai started to explain lube and why it was so bad to go without 


it, his mother hanging on every word, 
"Rich, l'm gonna go for a smoke on the back porch, want to join me?" 


Richie nodded, knowing if he opened his mouth he would scream, and the two men all but bolted for the door, 


leaving Kai explaining the mechanics of gay sex to a fascinated Mrs. Sambora. 
At least she'd asked an expert. 


Promising to come back for dinner as soon as they could, Richie and Kai left, Richie barely making it into the 


car before he tore into Kai. 

| told you to behave!" 

"| did!" 

"You told my mother how to fuck a man!" 
Kai grinned. "She asked." 


Richie growled. 


"She did!" 

"You told my mother how to fuck a man!" 

"And you were worried they'd be disgusted," Kai said as he started the car. 
Richie was speechless. 


Little bastard. 


